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The Pen-Girl and the Palmer. | Rival Demigods. 


[Lady journalists—in the London sense of the term—don’t MUST THE “SECOND-TO-NONE” PLAY SECOND FIDDLE? 
commend themselves to Mr. H. J. Palmer, editor of the Yorkshire (Russian children, learning the Fifth Commandment, have to 
keep vigil while we wrestle with the problems of theearth,and do | fo the ruling monarch and his officials.""—-Morning Leader. } 
battle with housemaid and organ-grinder while we sleep.’’] 


| 

| 

| Post. ‘‘Our lady journalists in Leeds,” he says, “‘are they who | grapple with the inserted words, “ and show respect and obedience 
THE German Government has tried 
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On, see ye yon Lady who writes for the Press ? Its hand at quite excelling 
And see ye her look of reproachful distress ? All Governments on earth beside, 
And see ye yon Palmer, who can’t understand In the matter of compelling 
Why on earth she has taken the pen in her hand ? All ranks and classes to adore 
‘‘Oh, Palmer, good Palmer, now tell unto me Their sceptred Sovereign duly : mit 
What objection to feminine ‘ screeders’ you see ? But the German Government no more Hil 
Since the pot journalistic my brain-fires can boil, Can claim the vanguard truly! | 
Where’s the harm in my living by journalese toil ?”’ a aoe pho ms outwhirls AAS 
y : + e Prussian record roundly : tit 
| Oh, Lady, fair Lady, your skill I admit ; For—so that Polish boys and girls ih 


But you'll place a more womanly worth upon it, 
If, a man-writer wedding, his wants you will tend, 
While he guides the big world—lest it come to an end! 


May be impressed profoundl 
With awe of him who, as the Boss 
Of All the Russias poses—- 








If you'll bluster and snap at the hawkers who yap, There’s an “‘ addendum ” scrawled across 

And the grinders who grind, while he’s taking his nap ; The fifth ukase of Moses! 

And, if housemaids on stairways make rackets with unth- : 

Oughtful vigour, subdue them with threats of ‘a month’!” se allt ehh envy baa pint 

‘*Oh Palmer, good Palmer, your pardon vouchsafe And Reichstag members— not inclined 

If beneath your stern looks I seemed somewhat to chafe ; To be outclassed so cleanly— 
4 For, now you’ve explained, I perceive how the bliss May burst on Wilhelm's wondering sight, 
i Of existence I’ve been so insane as to miss ! And, genuflecting lowly 


Oh Palmer, dear Palmer, the ink-stains I'll rub Before him, beghim . . . . to rewrite a | ) 





























What fool had christened that boat “jolly”! 


From my fingers, and capture a journalist ‘hub’ ! The Holy Scriptures wholly !! iq 
Yes, from journalist’s worries and brain-rackings free, » ee ee — — — 
I, a journalist’s HOUSE-DOG will gratefully be!!’’ | A Tall Story. 
‘‘You don’t mean to say,” said the ticket-man to Mr. Longbow, 
, when he asked for one-and-a-half tickets to Margate, “that that 
Seaside Sarcasm. great boy of yours isn’t over eet ? oe a abiesima’ a . 
, ‘ : 7 ‘* Yes, I do,” said Mr. Longbow; “ es r his grandfather, 
“Mapam,” said the holiday-maker to the seaside lodging-house who was the biggest man yon ever saw. I’m tall, as cou Can see ; 
FS at the end of his visit, “‘ you have been very attentive to me it runs in the family.” nt 
uring my stay here.” : ‘ts ; “And I should say that his grandfather was the biggest truth- ; 
a Thank you kindly for sayin’ so, sir,”” murmured the gratified lady. twister that was ever born, and that it runs in the family!” - 
‘Yes, you have,” reiterated the holiday-maker; ‘‘and not only muttered the ticket-man. 
es but everybody, and, I may add, everything in the house a iets iat 
n very attentive to me, and to show you my—er—appreciation, 
am going to make you a—er—useful little present.” An Easter Trip. 
“Oh, sir, ow good of you!” and the lady’s hand instinctively | Brown took a trip in a jolly-boat, 
opened and thrust itself forward. But ere long felt queer quite near the throat, ‘f 
The holiday-maker placed a packet of insect powder in the ex- And wondered, with face melancholy, He 


pectant palm, and then beat a hasty retréat ! | 
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— a remanent 








Norioz.—The Editor ‘will not be answerable for any ; tributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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A ROMANCE OF ST. PETERSBURG, 


Into the waters of the Gulph of Finland 
Once fell a lovely, young, bewitching girl, 
Upon the brink a brave man stood, more inland, 
ho plunged in headlong to this seething whirl 


Of rushi 


At his life’s risk her own to save, and keep, 
And so this peerless treasure try to clasp 

From cruel clutches of the enormous deep. 
To land, in his strong arms, they came together 

He laid her at her loving mother’s feet ; 
Her boundless love went out to him for ever— 

A meet reward, her winning smiles so sweet, 
Alas ! her love, a wandering waif outcast, 

With grim “ Siberia ” as a distant view. 
Her father bade them say farewell—the last— 

No more on earth, they might their love renew, 
In after years a< har ge came o'er the sc ne, 
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EASTER EGGS. 
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COMPANY 
PROMOTERS 





Olga Peteroff. | All thought was merged in this, her “‘ true love’s quest,’ 


A goodly heritage her father left her ; 
Now she would seek her love, the wide world through, 


FOUNDED ON PACT. No time, nor space, had e’er bereft her 


water swift, this maid to grasp, 
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Of this aim, her heart throbs were so strong and true. 
For two long years, she sought in this vast city, 
Her long lost love, to find without a clue ; 
At last, des 
She found him, then to his faithful arms she flew. 
He donned the garb befitting now his station ; 
His papers tendered to a man of law, 
Who found in him, indeed, the realisation 
Research of years, the end of which he saw. 
He proved a Polish noble in disguise 
Who now might justly claim some vast estates— 
There had been rumours of the heir’s demise— 
Now this great news the man of law relates. 
The Count and Olga sought by alms to render, 
Thanks to ‘‘ High Heaven,” for such blessings countless. 
They then were married, with much pomp and splendour, 
She from a beggar's bride became a Countess. 


iring. in a “* Home of Pity” 


JAX H (JAKLEY 
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Spring Song. 
Ou, Daffy-down-dilly, 
They say it is silly, 

For poets, willy-nilly— 
Your praises to sing— 

Declare it’s a fashion, 

To get in a passion, 

No matter how rash, on 
The beauties of spring. 


’Tis sure your bright faces 

And sweet yellow graces, 

Make beauteous all places 
In hedgerow and mead. 

They ask why we rhyme so, 

With wasting of time so, 

And folly sublime so— 
A puzzle indeed ? | 


Dark winter behind us, 

You come to remind us 

That summer will find us 
Before very long,— 

It cannot be treason, 

To grim grown-up reason, 

In spring’s cheery season 
To sing you a song. 


Then Daffodil, clearly, 
We, prizing you dearly, 
May offer you merely 
A morsel of rhyme. 
We welcome your healing, 
Though critics unfeeling, 
Their callous hearts stealing 
May count it a crime. 




















Police-Court Gems. 


Magistrate (recognising his old | 
gardener in the duck).— Jack, what trade | 
are you now ?”’ | 

Jack.—*‘ A drunkard; but Iam out of 
work at present.” 








French Weal and Zola’s 
Woe. | 
[The name of M. Zola has been struck | 
off the membership list of the Cyclists’ — 
Touring Club of France.—Daily Paper.] 
How bitter grows this patriot’s heart, 
What indignation he must feel, 
Now that he may not play his part 
To help along his country’s wheel ! 




















Tuppler.—“ I say, Snorker, is that yf a fact that I called you an old fool to 
your face on Easter Monday after I had had a drop ?"’ 

Snorker (expecting a few words of apology).—‘‘ You did, mate." 

Tippler.—“‘ Then, demme, I couldn’t ha’ bin so drunk as I thought!” 




















































A Maritime Nation. 


It’s rather too cold for a “dip” in the sea, 


It’s chilly to sit on the pier, 


The wind, I’ve no doubt, will be in the N.E., 


And yet to the seaside we steer ! 
We Londoners yearn for a sniff of ozone, 
And have no objection to tar ; 


A love of the ocean is “ bred in the bone ’’— 


A maritime nation we are! 


A maritime nation we are, 
In yachting attire we dress, 


We spout “ sailor-talk”’ in each bar 


And get in a terrible mess! 


| Debts. 
Isn't it awful, don’t you know, 
When the duns come knocking ? 
Every street in which you go 
They are surely blocking ! 
The landlord, like a hound on scent, 
Tracks you down for his beastly rent, 
The tailor’s on a bill job bent— 
It is truly shocking! 
Isn’t it awful, don’t you know, 
When you work like blazes, 
And yet your debt still seems to grow 
Until you it crazes ? 


We cannot say “‘ No” to a “ sixpenny row,” Why the butcher and baker, too, 

No matter if just a bit rough ; Should loudly threaten that they’ll sue, 
And even when mal-de-mer lays us quite low, When they're aware as well as you 

We won’t own that we’ve had enough ! That youv’e nil, amazes ! 
Though sickly and green we are carried to shore, Isn’t it awful, don’t you know, 

We swear we felt ill when in town, When you owe folks ? 


And state our intention of having some more 


The very next time we run down ! 


A maritime nation we are, 
Whenever we take a cheap trip, 

But some times we go just too far, 
ad 


’ 


; 
Then real sailors give us their “‘ li; 


7 Ff 


Life is then full of pain and woe, 
Not a taste of honey ! 
If you pay one, why, a more 
| Battle and bang at your street door, 
Have you down from the topmost floor— 
I've been through it, sonny! 
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CAMBERWELL VESTRY RHYMES. 
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Easter Recreations! CAMPBELL-BANNERMAN :— CAMPBELL-BANNERMAN (sadly) :— 
CAMPBELL-BANNERMAN :— Play at em, gentlemen ! Play at it, gentlemen ! 
Pray at ‘em gentlemen ! Come and have a try— Play at it, play! 
Play at ‘em, play ! Useless explaining Three shies a penny‘ 
Three shies a penny : They are worth gaining— And a man when he 
And a man, when he Set the sticks raining, Has knocked over any, 
Has knocked over any, Never say die! Takes ’em away ! 
Takes ‘em away. Play, at 'em, gentlemen ! | Play at it, gentlemen ! 
Play at 'em, gentlemen! | As Statesmen should: (aside) H’m, they’re too daft 
Never mind me; All of 'em good— Now I’m bereft— 
All, as you see, Sure you'll be lucky | One standing lonely, 
Milky and pleasant ; If you are plucky, One, and one only, 
Why, it's a present, That's understood ! | Milky one left ! 





BLUNDELL MAPLE (eyeing ‘‘ London 
Government ’’) :— 
Play at it, gentlemen ! 
This is the best— 
Now, sirs, or never, 
Prove yourselves clever, 


Given you free! GoscHEN (eyeing “ Navy Estimates’’):— 
Satispury (eyeing “ Fashoda”) :— That looks a biggish one! 
Here ! That's a decent one ! That I should hit: 
For that I'll try— 
Hard nut for cracking 
But, Britain backing, 


At my feet lying, 
Most satisfying ; 



















Nothing is lacking! awa pay for trying Put forth endeavour, 
j You must admit! | Don’t tak t 
(Ze knocks it over.) on e a rest. 
How's that for high ? (He knocks it over.) Play at it, gentlemen ! 
Really a decent one ; Yes, it’s a splendid one, Don's mind a row— 
| Milky and nice ; Milky and fine! | It's yours, I vow— 
; Cheap at the price— Who could decline If you but try for it— 





Have one last shy for it— 
_ Play at it now! 





Saidfhe : “ Don’t miss it!” Such a prime chance 


Of baffling—say—France 
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EASTER RECREATIONS. 


C. BANNERMAN (PROPRIETOR OF OPPOSITION COCOANUT SHY).—“ LET 'EM ALL COME!’ 
(THEY HAVE, TO THE PROPRIETOBR'S LOSS.) 
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(For Cartoon Verses, see page 106 ) 



























































1 








a 


FUN. 














—— OO 
cc ae ee ee | 


“The Elopement of Susan Smiley.” 


CHAPTER VI.—“ A CHANGE OF DRIVERS.” 


Mr. Meaoies, after the assertion of his manly prerogative, 
seemed to have recovered his for the first time since the 
elopement, and attacked the breakfast Fenty by the landlord of 
the roadside inn with evident gusto. was making some chaffing 
— to Miss Smiley when muttering voices were heard outside 
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Ma. MEGGLES ROSE WITH DIGNITY. 


“T tell yeI daren’t g0 in. Suppose he should snap at me. You'll 
have to goin alone, It’s your dooty.” 

“Then I calls on you in the name of the law to stand at the door 
and see he don't escape.” 

“Mercy on me!" screamed Miss Smiley. “ Thomas, its a mad 
dog, or something inthis room. Oh, that ;I ever left Bloomsbury ! 
Shush it out, Thomas; shush it out!” 

‘There's nothing to shush, as far as I can see,” said Thomas, 
nervously grasping the poker at the identical moment P.C. Coppen 
put his head into the room. 

“Now, look’ere guv’nor,” said the constable ; ‘‘ no violence, you 
know, or I shall take you in charge.”’ 

Mr. Meggles rose with dignity. 

“My very good man,” he said, “I was not about to commit a 
breach, but to protect this lady and myself from an attack of hydro- 
phobia. We believe there's a mad animal in the room.” 

“I believe there is, too,” grinned Coppen. 

“Then, why on earth do you stand grinning there while I—I 
mean we—are in such terrible danger. Draw your truncheon, man, 
and kill the brute at once.” 

“Couldn't do that guv’nor. It's agin the law; my instructions 
are to keep ‘im here for two hours.” 

“ Thomas, dearest,” said Miss Smiley, faintly, “it must be in 
one of those cupboards. Let us leave the policeman with it. It 
won't dare to bite him.” 

* Of course, we will go at once,” said Mr. Meggles; ‘‘ and let me 
tell you, constable, I think it a disgraceful thing for the landlord to 
have allowed such a brute to commingle with respectable ‘Vers® 

‘*Werry sorry, sir,” said Coppen, holding up his hand; “but 
you can’t pass ‘ere.”’ 

“What !"’ roared Mr. Meggles. ‘* You mean to say you are going 
to shut us up with a mad dog?” 

“Never said anything about a mad dog. It's you as I've to 
watch.” 

“TIT!” echoed Mr. Meggles, in amazement 





he ses, and keep "im there till I gits back with a straight weskit. I 
shan’t be more nor two hours gone.’ ”’ 

“Ha! bat hal” laughed Mr. Meggles. ‘‘ You may be a very 
intelligent officer, but you’ve madea mistake this time.” 

“‘ Werry likely,’ answered Coppen, taking up his station near the 
door. 

* Confound the man!” fumed Mr. Meggles. ‘I tell you this is a 
— outrage. I am no more mad than your are. My name’s 

es, and this lady is my affianced wife.” 

‘*Young gent said as ‘ow you was pretty bad, sir,” chuckled 
Coppen, with a glance at Miss Smiley. 

“* Young gent,”’ said Mr. Meggles, suspiciously, “ what sort of 
young gent?” 

“ Young gent in sportin’ rig-out and a seegar.” 

‘‘I see it! I see it all, madam!’’ shouted Mr. Meggles, angrily. 
‘* It’s that rascally nephew of yours who has stolen a march on us. 
But I’ll foil him yet by er—er—wringing his neck, madam. But 
what the deuce his object is, goodness only knows, unless he means 
to separate us. What do you get, constable, for this pretty piece of 
villainy ?” 

‘Nothing, sir. Minionof the law. Dooty, sir.” 

‘* Constable, you’re an ass.”’ 

“ Thank you, sir.” 

‘*He shall never separate us, Thomas,” said Miss Smiley, 
viciously. ‘‘He has only precipitated matters. I will forego my 
heart’s desire—my cherished elopement—and go back in the cab to 
St. Albans for a special licence, and we will be married in this very 
room. I go to prepare for the bridal. Let me pass, man! ”’ 

‘‘Werry good, mum. You ain’t in charge.” 

Miss Smiley swept from the room, nearly catching Mr. Clarence 
in the act of eavesdropping as she passed. 

‘‘ Hang it all!”’ he muttered. ‘‘ Who would have thought the 

old harridan would have been as smart as that? More good money 
to goafter bad. I must interview the cabman.” 
» He found Mr. Ruggles in the stable-yard curry-comping his 
horse, and with an anxious eye over his shoulder for the advent of 
Mr. Meggles. 

‘* You're just the man I want, cabby,” said Mr. Clarence, running 
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“Savvy?” sarip Mr. CLARENCE. 


up tohim. “Pop your horse in and run me into St. Albans at 
once. I’m in a dreadful h ss 
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« Just wait till yer hurry’s over,” chuckled Ruggles. 
of catsmeat is taking a pair of young lovers off to Gretna. 
engaged yer see, and so am I, Savvy.” 

“Yes, but they’ve altered their minds, you know. Not going 
afterall. Had anawfulrow. Police calledin. Lady going back.” 

«Seem to know somethink, young man.” 

“ Well, lought. Old lady gota bit of oof. Old gentleman a 

uper. I’m her nephew, Savvy,” said Mr. Clarence, 

«“ Well,”’ said Ruggles, “ that’s all right, but where do I come in? 
There ain’t much bribery and corruption about you at present.” 

“Tots to follow, however,’’ answered Clarence. ‘ Look here, 
how much will you take to let me have your place and drive the 
lady into St. Albans?” 

“Well, there’s wounded feelings to pay for ’ere. If it hadn’t 
been for the old ‘un turning up I might have been your huncle 
before this, young man.”’ 

“ My what?” said Clarence, aghast. 

“Your huncle. Didn’t yer hear me,H UNKEL; but I don't 
bear malice, so let’s say a fiver.” 

‘It’s a deuce Of a lot of money,” grumbled Clarence. 

‘“‘ All rite, then I sides with the loviers, and you'll get one of us as 
huncle.”’ 

“No, hang it! It’s too awful for anything, but it’s what the old 
gal would do just out of spite. Here!” 

Miss Smiley was too indignant to notice the change of drivers as 
she stepped into the cab, and said ‘St. Albans” in tones a duchess 
might have envied. 


“ This bit 
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(To be continued.) 








Waftings from the Wings. 


Mr. Martin Harvey has taken his successful drama, The Only 
Way: A Tale of Two Cities, to the Prince of Wales Theatre, where 
the same enjoys continued popularity. 


The final performance of Caste at the Globe is announced for 
Easter Monday. The theatre will then be closed for rehearsals, 
opening again on Saturday evening, April 8th, when Mr. Hare will 
produce the long-promised comedy by Pinero. The new play, which, 
by the way, will be performed by quite a small army of dis- 
tinguished actors and actresses, is entitled The Gay Lord Quez. 


Mr. Arthur Roberts continues the leading attraction at the 
Empire, where his vivacious songs and piquant imitations are 
nightly received with enthusiastic applause. He is now singing, 
with great effect, ‘‘ The Dashing Militaire,’’ which, with its stirring 
air and comic accompaniments, will be remembered by all who 
enjoyed the performances of ‘‘ The Old Guard.”” The Bicycle Polo 
Team continue to play their very pretty and graceful game to 
delighted audiences, and Miss Lydia Yeamans’ singing, at once 
quaint and pleasing, is still high in popular favour. Imro Fox, an 
eccentric conjuror, also goes on with new and improved business, 
as do Galetti’s intelligent Monkey Troupe. 


Aquarium.—Perhaps the most curious sight ever seen in London 
is a Petrified Man. He was discovered in the Patagonian 
Waters and purchased by a geologist, who has expended many 
hundreds of pounds in its purchase and in bringing it in perfect 
pessoa yen to this country. It is supposed that the man must have 

een in the river between 300 and 400 years. The limbs are ter- 

ribly swollen owing to petrifaction having taken place whilst the 
body was in ice waters. As now seen, he is of solid limestone of 
enormous weight. Such a sight is without precedent in this 
country. 

A Fisheries Exhibition and a programme a yard and a-half long, 
enumerating upwards of 100 variety turns, is the fare provided at 
the ever-popular Westminster Aquarium. There are sensational 
turns, and turns embracing poarinn, angema form of varieties. 


THE Empire THRATRE.—The Easter programme at the Empire 
Theatre includes a number of novelties. Chief among these will 
be found Mdlle. Caro Lucas, a lady with a high European reputa- 
tion in opera. Malle. Lucas is a first prize winner at the Paris 
Conservatoire, and this is the first time that the efforts to induce 
her to appear on the variety stage have met with success. Another 
novel item is the Blossoms, acrobats, who will appear in an ex- 
tremely funny sketch. In addition, Galetti’s clever monkeys have 
been provided with some very diverting new and improved business. 
Mr. Imro Fox, always a favourite, will continue his eccentric con- 
juring with many fresh jests. Willy Zimmerman, a brilliant 
mimic, is also a new turn, while other powerful attractions will be 





found in the handsome Alaska Ballet, the pretty play of the Bicycle 
Polo Team, the comic tumbler and vaulter, Delbosq, and a number 


ning items. 





Old King’s College school boys must not forget to be present at 
the dinner at the Criterion Restaurant, on the 17th inst., at 
7 p.m.; W. H. Preece, Esq., C.B., F.R.S., in thechair. J. Henniker- 
Heaton, Esq., M.P., Sir Richard Webster, Q.C., M.P., the Right 
Rev. the Lord Bishop of St. Albans, are amongst the stewards. 
Write to George Heyer, M.A., hon. secretary, Old King’s Club, 
Wimbledon Common, for tickets. 


As spring advances with vigorous and palpable development, and 
sets the pulses throbbing with augmented vitality, we begin to feel 
a strong inclination to discard our habiliments and don something 
soft, light,and new. And particularly is this desire for change 
with regard to our pedal extremities, which in springtime 
seem to be inflated and increased in size. So we think a 
nice, easy-fitting boot will alleviate our feelings, and we are 
not far wrong. The heavily-clumped winter boots, which 
during the recent frost seemed as so much paper, in their inability 
to keep out the cold, are really unbearable. TS obtain a shapely 
fitting, damp-proof, non-creaking boot, the latter must be made 
to measure. Slop boots never look elegant, and a few weeks’ wear 
render them hideous. The Bespoke Boot Factory, Rushden, 
Northampton, will make a handsome pair of boots, upon receipt of 
the customer’s measurement, for the price of 10s. 6d, All one has 
to do is to send a postcard for the new illustrated catalogue and 
self-measurement form. It seems incredible, but boots from this 
factory, being anatomically constructed, will wear double the time 
of an ordinary boot. This factory prides itself upon being boot 
specialists. The material used is selected B.B.M. calf-skin, tough, 





” 
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beautifully soft, and taking a lustrous polish. The linings are 
calf. Other materials, such as tan, box, and glacé are also made 
up with either broad or pointed toes. Ne plus ultra is evidently 
the factory’s motto. 





Proclaim Not Your Puerility! 
[Suggested by an amusing incident of the present session, when 


Mr. R. G. Webster, M.P., was called to order for ascribing to ihe 
House of Commons ‘“ the position of Alice in Wonderland.’’ | 


Yr statesman whose harangues 
With siniiles are laden, 

Ye’ll give your brethren pangs, 
If Carroll's winsome maiden 

(That queen of childish pranks) 
Ye liken to your potent 

And grave and reverend ranks! 
Don't do it! For ye oughtn’t ! 


Ye’ll fill your wisdom room 

With cheers and laughter-sallies, 
If Chang, Nick, Wilhelm, Oom, 

Or Rhodes ye class with Alice ! 
But with that damsel fair 

YOURSELVES ye must not dare, for 
One moment, to compare — 

I’}] tell you why and wherefore ! 


Your talks have, more or less, 
In each succeeding session, 
A childish trend (confess !) : 
And commonplace discretion 
Should make you far too shrewd 
To boom your salient feature .. . 
Your oft similitude 
To a very childish creature ! 
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Vernal Tide. 


CHILLED to an icicle, how can we bicycle, 

Roads smothered up in the late winter snows, 
Frost that still lingers, biting our fingers, 

Every spare moment we're blowing our nose. 


Sunshine all cheeriness, banishing weariness, 
Tempted us fondly with promise of spring— 
Then a storm wizard, raises a blizzard— 
Cold to the marrow, how can we poets sing ? 


Birds sadly cheeping, stopped in housekeeping, 
Snow-covered ground, and no chance of a nest, 


Flowers all hiding—patiently biding 
Soft-falling showers and wind from the west. 


Though we are hardy, springtime so tardy 
Crushes our spirits and banishes ease ; 

Rhymes will grow cursory—unfit for nursery— 
It’s coming—A-tish-oo!—we can't stop a sneeze. 
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“On Things in General.” 
By Mr. “Fun’s”’ WASHERWOMAN. 


We've all got 'ollerdays on the brane. 
Those wot ses Bank ’Ollerdays ain’t no 
good to no one is the first to rush down 
to the seaside directly they gets the 
chance. ‘I beleaves in a ’appy combi- 
nashun of work an’ play,” as the actor 
remarked. With Easter comes the 
barmy air of spring—wen it don’t freeze 
—wich sends the blood coursin’ through 
our veins, an’ makes us jump with | 
delight ; all nachur seems rejoicin’; the | 
old feel young agin—or fancy they do— 
an’ ‘go the pace,”’ an’ it ain’t till the 
next mornin’ that they discover years 


‘ave a narsty ‘abit of puttin’ their trade- | 
mark on ‘em, in various shapes an’ | 
} 
| 
} 
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| forms. Enjoy yourselves if you can, an’ 
| if you can’t, don’t try to spoil othur 
|  people’s enjoyment. Vive le Banque 
| 'Ollerday! (French.) | 

Now for some more French. Wot | 
once looked a black look-out in Africa, 
England an’ France ‘ave settled in a 
way that is acreditto’em both. Neither 
’as any cause to grumble, the cake ’as 
been fairly shared, an’ I don’t think 
there’s any danger of a stummick-ake 
resultin’. John Bull ain’t a glutton, 
but ’e’s got a good appytite, an’ don’t 
like anyone tryin’ to sneak bits off ’is 
plate. 


I ’opes the Old-Age Pensions Bill 
will turn out alright in the end, for I’m 
ettin’ old myself. It’s a fair puzzler, 
ut I should think the wise ’eads that 
are givin’ their attenshun to it will see a 
way to keep the old deservin’ poor out of 
the workus. The very word “ workus”’ 
is a death-knell to many, an’ there must 
be somethink wrong in a sistim that 
drives peoplo to die in ditches sooner 
than enter the “‘ House,’ over the portals 
of wich ort to be writ Mark Twain’s—or 
was it aorgan-grinder named Dante ?— 
words: ‘All ye who enter here abandon 
hope ”’; “ ances soap ’’ might be added. 
Uncle Sam must be heartily sick of 
the Filipinos, who are sertinly beggars 
| for fightin’ an' “the end seems a long 
| way off,’’ as the monkey observed of ’is 
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OVERHEARD ON THE TOWPATH. | Dear old Kruger ’as been spoutin’ 
Bibulus.—“ Beg i’n, shir, but ’"m almosh sure you're feller shtudent o’ mine |  agin,’e don’t seem abel to understand 
amgonge eee Var Sem ; | Mr. Chamberlain, but I bet “Our Joe” | 
at Oxshford | | understands ’im! Kruger isa man you 





| can rely upon—to break ’ is promises! 








For Breakfast. 


Chocolat Menier 


Awarded Prize Medals at all Exhibitions. 











Sole Retall Everywhere. 


’ DAILY CONSUMPTION EXCEEDS FIFTY TONS. 






